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To send to sea again. And this white weed's
From Heron Island reef; no more than a ghost
Of its heauty; but waving in the warm tides th&re,
It snares the sunlight fathoms deep, to drown*

"The sea has raised its pyramids of pearl
So beautiful that all the towers of men
Seem but misshapen piles of stone, when eyes
Behold the white breasts of the trochus shell

"See, too, this catfish, bearing in its head

Christ crucified. Note how His hands are stretched.

I wonder, in His days by Galilee

He knew these fish that shared His secret with Him?

"Stingaree spines; and here, a sawfish bill,

Not common in these waters. I fought three hours

To bring that one ashore/'

So Michael spoke,

Translating sea-things to my earth-tuned ears,
Till the green light, crested with sunlit panes,
Was the depth of a quiet sea, where each mummied thing,
Bewitched, knew life once more, in the tide of his voice;
And ships sailed on that rotted fathoms down
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